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Alfonso Bilancio 

On September 16, Alfonso Bilancio 
(Uncle Al to us all) passed away 
at the age of 95. And with his 
passing we lost an eminently 
senior family member: the last 
remaining Bilancio sibling who 
emigrated from Italy to America 
at the beginning of this century. 
We also lost one of the most young- 
at-heart men we have ever known. 
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Al was the youngest of the 
Bilancio generation to emigrate 
to America. His siblings were 
Pasguale, Pietro, Nicola, Maria, 
Angelina (these 2 sisters remained 
in Italy), Giuseppe, and Antonetta , 

A memorial service was held for 
Uncle Al on October 16 at the 
Samuel Naples Civic Center in 
Trenton. Bob Immordino, Lewis 
Bilancio, Fran Bilancio (who came 
from Michigan to attend), and 
Mike Manganelli all spoke at this 
beautiful and heartwarming ser- 
vice. They recounted anecdotes 
from Uncle Al ' s life: making fires 
at picnics, even in the rain; 
going door to door in Chambersburg 
canvassing for the vomer. ' s suf- 




fragette movement; feeding pigejns 
as they alighted on his shoulders; 
and cultivating a prize-winning 
garden well into his nineties. 
But no anecdote could rival the 
tape recording of Uncle Al himself 
which Bob Immordino had preserved 
for posterity. It was fitting that 
at this memorial service, Uncle Al 
should still be making us laugh, 
even as ws felt our loss. 
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CONGRADULATIONS & BEST WISHES 

Katherine Chianese and Paul Tully 
were married on September 22,1990 
at St. Catherine's Church in 
Spring Lake, New Jersey. The 
couple went to Hawaii for their 
honeymoon. Katherine is the 
daughter of Jane and Pat Chianese. 



Tutto passa, 
Tutto vola, 

Solo l'amor ci consola. 

Everything passes, 
Everything flies away, 
Only love consoles us. 

This Italian proverb was seen 
on the wall of Mike Manganelli' s 
(brother of Ann Manganelli who 
was the wife of Anthony Chianese) 
office at the Samuel Naples 
Civic Center. 
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^ LEW 1 S CHRISTMAS LETTER 

255 Ma Y there be joy for you in this 

J* holiday season, and a happy new year. 

1990 has been a momentous year. 
3£ Eastern Europe and 



have abandoned one 

o 

£ but are finding it 
^ate another. Alas 
^jcult to create , and so 
£:troy. In the Near East 



the Soviet Union 
dream, Communism, 
difficult to cre- 
it is so diffi- 
easy to des- 
our country 



••••• 



^is deeply involved in the Persian 
£JGulf, where today great armies stand 
oface to face in the Arabian Desert, 
o Here the national debt has 

oreached trillions, and the Savings 
oand Loan scandel will cost the tax- 
■«£payers billions beyond comprehension. 
*£The politicians dare not include it 
^in the budget. 

1R For us there has been sadness. 

^Uncle Alfonso, the last surviving 
*member of the generation of our par- 
"Hents, died September 16. How many 
^of our childhood Sundays were made 
^•joyful because blessed by a visit 
-•from Uncle Al . He is missed. 
■g But this is the time for chil- 

^dren and happy memories. 

Corinne is an officer for the 
JMeridian Bank Corp. in Philadelphia, 
oand lives in Media with her former 
ocollege roommate, Beth Davis. High 
oup in her office in the bank buil- 
«£ding she can look upon Philadelphia 
<£below, all lighted up for Christmas, 
o The lights may remind her of 

* the ships that passed in the night 
Sin the Caribbean, where she cruised 
Swith Beth and both their Dads and 
°,Bernice, and other friends. 

S. They will bring to mind the 

^twinkling lights on the bay at Long 

* Beach Island where she spent many 

£ days with her family this summer, and 
2 to which Bernice's granddaughter 
°;Lesli and her children Cayce and 

came by van all the way from 
California, as well as her son John 
and five others of her Santa Fe fam- 
a joyous reunion! 
And she will surely remember 
the lights on the Bay of Naples as 
seen from Sorrento while touring 
with family and friends in Septem- 
ber where she met cousins she had 
never seen before And the lights 
on Lake Como, and on the Grand 
Canal in Venice. 

As for the light of the future 
— may it illuminate our hearts and 
minds, and especially the hearts 
and minds of the world leaders. 



■g Amber 
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HAPPY BIRTHDAY 
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October 2 Lllia Chianese 

3 Katharine Chianese 

10 Ray Armenti 

15 Susan Picaacla 

19 Mickey Chianese 

19 Jennie Bilancio 

26 Michael Gervasio 

27 Angelica Roberts 
29 Tim Montague 

29 Christy Gervasio 

30 Bernice Smaller 
November 1 Maria Armenti 

13 Beatrice Johnson 

15 Dean Acquaviva 

19 Sue Garzio 

21 Maria Pedata 

22 Ron Armenti 

24 Erma Candeloria 
26 Rae Bilancio 

29 Michael Roth 

29 Janele Klepczynski 

30 Carrie MacLeod 

December 5 Corinne Bilancio 

7 Scott Schutts" 

15 Carmen Armenti 

16 Ray Johnson 

16 Beatrice Wiesner-Chianee 

21 Ivan Bilancio 

23 Brian Josephson 
23 Anthony Armenti 

25 Kimberly Chianese 

26 Christine Slaninka 

31 Suzanne Roth 

January 1 Mary Gervasio 

9 Phyllis Gervasio 

14 Brad Schutts 

23 Beatrice Johnson 

24 Joseph Chianese 

27 Ralph Garzio 

30 Debbie Armenti 

31 Celeste Armenti 

February 2 Steven Armenti 
3 Prank Garzio 
7 Bob Chianese 

12 Sandra Remboske 

13 Joey Chianese 
13 Marie Armenti 

13 Angela Josephson 

16 Lewis Bilancio 

17 Alicia Sciscio 

18 Vince Guerra 
20 Ronald Cohen 
24 Sandy Gervasio 

March 6 Angela Gervasio 

7 Loren Armenti 

7 Steven t Laura Garzio 

24 Anthony Chianese 

24 Louise Chianese 

25 Ralph Gervasio 

26 Carolyn MacLeod 

26 Richard Brett Cohen 

28 Pam Chianese 

29 Angelo Chianese 
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Roman Reminiscences 



On September 20, I was at a trattoria (Italian informal, family- 
style restaurant) about one mile south of the Colisseum seated 
at a long table with a combination of American and Italian family: 
from the States were my father Lewis Bilancio, Bernice Smaller , 
Lucy Gervasio, Phyllis Gervasio, Clora Acguaviva, Dean Acquaviva 
and Beth Davis. Our Roman hosts were Carmelina Castaldi, her son 
Claudio, his wife Marisa and daughter Flavia, and Carmelina 1 s 
daughter Amalia. Carmelina's mother was Maria Bilancio D'Angelo, 
sister of Alfonso Bilancio (see article p. 1). 

Carmelina sat in the middle of the table, beaming at the sight 
of this loving t r ans -A t 1 an t i c reunion. She recounted this story 
about my grandfather Nicola Bilancio, who was Maria's brother and 
therefore Carmelina's uncle. 



When Nicola visited Italy in approximately 1959 with his second 
wife Olimpia, they paid a visit to Carmelina in Rome. When it came 
time for them to continue on to Naples and Casandrino, Carmelina 
accompanied them to the train station. As they awaited the train, 
a beggar approached them. Olimpia instructed Nicola to give the 
beggar some change. Nicola's response was "I have no intention of 
encouraging his condition as a beggar, a condition against which 
he should rightfully rebel." 

This story brought to my father Lewis's mind another anecdote. 
When Dad was in Italy in 1949, he noticed one day a pitiful looking 
old man carrying a broomstick on his shoulder loaded with wooden 
hangers. He walked down a street in Rome close to the wall, each 
step seeming a great effort. Dad took pity on the poor fellow and 
insisted that he accept Dad's offer of a taxi ride to his destination. 
In the following days, Dad continued to see the pitiful old gentleman 
hobbling along daily on the same street. Dad's colleague and friend 
Giovanni Fucante, who worked with him at the National Library, 
explained that this old fellow worked out his routine daily, and quite 
successfully due to the generous foreigners who slipped him some lire. 
Dad seemably outdid the other foreigners by giving the old fellow a 
ride, but in fact he probably set his routine back for the whole day, 
causing the old fellow to have to rush back to his streetside place 
of business. Well, at least Dad provided his father Nicola with a 

lot of laughs. C&44syisr,j2_~ ^i£^Ot>eir^ 

VVVWVVVV THANK YOU! THANK YOU! 



HAPPY ANNIVERSARY 




October 3 Joe & Parti Chianese 

18 Clothilda (, Dean Acquaviva 
20 Anthony f- Debra Armenti 
29 Mary Lynn & Dan Nazzaro 

November 2 Sandy (, Albert Remboske 

January 15 Gerald & Rita Chianese 
23 Frances & Daniel Cohen 

March 8 Roberta Immordino & Dan Garcia 

R Nick (, Marie Armenti 
10 Pat & Jane Chianese 
16 Jennie & Bob Immordino 

^ 4*—- -i^ 



Phyllis Innocenzi 
Beatrice Johnson 
All buyers of 50-5 0 
tickets at the oicnic 

STAFF THIS ISSUE 

Corii'.ne bilancio 
Beatrice Johnson 
Anqelo Chianese 
L ilia S c i s c i o 
Lorraine Anthony 
Lucy Gervasio 
13 ob Immordino 
Lew 13 i 1 anci o 
Born ice Smaller 
Jennie Immorr inc 
Angelica Robert; - 
Anthony C h i a n 3 s ~ 
Jora Acc;uavi v a 
lean Acouaviva 

CORRECTION 

In our Summer 1990 La Vigna 
we neglected to include a 
byline on the article 
"Dandelion." This story about 
Uncle Al was written by Fran 
B i 1 a n c i o . 
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^ j— ^te =g> L.B. Joins the Combat Engineers (continued) ^ <a^5 ^©^""""^ 

by Lewis Bilancio 

We soon reached a clearing at the foot of a hill upon which perched 
a village: Francolise. In the clearing stood six tents, three on either 
side, each holding four double bunk beds. A couple of soldiers peered 
from their tents to see the newcomer, Most of the G.I.s were away on 
duty. A sergeant showed us to our tents. On the way my heart was glad- 
dened, for on the helmets there was a logo: a musical guarter-note . 
This must be the regimental band, I surmised. 

Wouldn't I like to be the librarian in a band? I had had some ex- 
perience in music, too. When I was a child and my father organized the 
kitchen quartet, I played the large frying pan with the wooden ladle. 
Later at the Giovanni Bovio Social Club I played the player piano regul- 
arly until it broke. A long sheet of paper with holes I had cut in it 
to play my own music had gotten stuck in the mechanism. After that I 
was only allowed to play checkers. 

Boy, was I happy not to be in a combat outfit. If there is one 
thing I don't like it is getting killed. But this brought to mind a 
disturbing question. "How did the two musicians die," I asked the ser- 
geant. He didn't seem to understand. So I asked louder, and pointed at 
the logo on his helmet. 

"That's not a music note," he growled. "That's a land minesweeper. 
You don't look for coins here; you look for mines. If you miss one, 
you fill a plastic bag," he added gently. 

But being practically condemned to death was not enough. The word 
got around that I had come expecting to play music! 

The 337 Engineers consisted of rough hard-boiled construction wor- 
kers from Texas, where the regiment was organized soon after Pearl Har- 
bor. They hated discipline and bitched all the time. Their talk was not 
polite. They were bored and desperate for laughs. Then I came along. 

The next morning we lined up for reveille according to our height. 
I found myself at the short end. Henceforth I became "Shorty." 

Someone put a sign on the bulletin board: "Shorty to play a solo 
on a minesweeper next Friday." Fortunately Friday was payday. That 
night everyone was either at the bars or gambling. 

As I entered my tent the next day, one of my tentmates said, "Hey, 
Shorty, would you like to know how Jack got killed playing music? 
He played the trombone, but picked up a trumpet by mistake. He got 
asphyxiated." "Hell, no," piped in another cellmate. "He accidently 
sat on his piccolo. He got assf ixiated . " "That's the way he played 
it," chimed in another buddy. "He should never have sat down." 

They soon found out that I was not a construction worker. So when 
we were building barracks or bridges roads and culverts, they would send 
me to get tools that didn't exist. One day our Master Sergeant Willard 
Johnson was replacing a broken leg oh his desk and the screws weren't 
the right ones. "Shorty," he called, "go to the tool van and get me a 
long Snivel screw." I tried. The soldier in charge of the tool van 
happened to be named Tom S. Nivel. The Regimental morale was raised 
considerably for weeks. 

The village of Francolise up on the hill was off-limits. However, 
some of the old women and men would come down, pick up our dirty clothes 
return them clean a few days later for cigarettes or food. I inter- 
preted. Some of the soldiers sold their shoes and blankets for wine. 

We received orders to move only a few minutes in advance. Bar- 
racks were disassembled, tents pulled down and packed on trucks, and 
off we went within hours. There was no way we could get our laundry 
back. This made everybody happy. The laundry women were left with 
some clothes. All the soldiers said they had left their clothes in 
Francolise, and received new clothes from supply. Those who had sold 
shoes or blankets said they had been stolen. And the supply sergeant 
was happy to get rid of his overstocked supplies. 

I had left behind a pair of pants and some socks, which were duly 
replaced. But the word got around, "Shorty left his pants in Franco- 
lise." Anything for laughs! 

But one day things changed dramatically. A corporal clerk of 
regimental headquarters, who lined up next to me in my squad, got into 
a shoving match and we began to wrestle. Soldiers gathered. 

Now, I had been on the wrestling team in high school and also 
wrestled at college. I even had some awards to show: a cauliflower 
ear from high school and a cracked rib from Trenton State. The cor- 
poral was strong but inexperienced, and was soon pinned. 



Continued on page 5 
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FOR SALE: 48 BAYARD STREET 

by Angelojohn Chianese 



"Grow where you are planted". The phrase I heard 
somewhere keeps coming back to me when I realize that I am 
here, planted and rooted in Trenton, making my livelihood, 
raising my children. I have lived in other places - Rome, 
Perugia, Gaeta and Montefiascone, Italy; Paris and Aix-en- 
Provence, France; Salzburg, Austria; Norfolk, Virginia; San 
Francisco and Northridge, California, New Brunswick and 
Princeton, New Jersey. Yet, here I am - 47 and here. 

Part of it has to do with family; part with economics; 
part with having returned to Trenton on my own terms; part 
with 48 Bayard St. I calculate that just about everyone in this 
extended family of mine has lived, slept, eaten, worked or 
visited, one time or another, at 48 Bayard Street. My own recollections go back well over 43 years. My father and 
mother, Tony and Anna, married when they were 20 and 19 years old. I was born a year later and it seemed 
inevitable that the 2 working parents would require some assistance, at least initially, from their extended family. I 
had been named (partly due to tradition, partly due to a monetary consideration, I am told) after my dad's dad - 
Angelo. Later I would get my other grandfather's name as a baptismal middle name. (Giovanni or John, after 
Giovanni Manganelli - my mother's poet-philosopher-peasant father). Still later, I would sew the names together into 
one: Angelojohn - a name I love because of the way it reminds me continually of my roots. It's also a little like a 
reversible jacket. In Italy, Angelojohn trips easily off the tongue as Gianangelo. 

48 Bayard St. falls into three general areas of recall for me: the early days (age 0 - 5), a middle time when 
my grandma - Nana - kept things going in the absence of Grandpop, and recent history.. Since the family homestead 
is soon about to slip further back into history (a "For Sale by Owner" sign went up on the first evening of the 1990 
Feast of Lights), I thought I would like to visit there in my mind and share the visit with some (or many) of you who 
may also have a warm place in your hearts and memories for the home of Assunta and Angelo Chianese. 

I took a lot of naps there; the 3rd floor was quite removed from the daily activities of the family (2nd floor 
level) and the Baker Shop/Bread Store (ground level). It seemed there was always something cooking - if not Nana's 
meals for hungry family and friends, then loaves by the gross down in the coal-burning brick ovens in the bakery. 
Wood floors, kneading tables, the giant dough mixer (big enough to crawl into, but don't let anybody catch you doing 
that!) The hot coals burning brightly inside that incredibly deep, wide catenary-arched oven (was that how it was in 
Hell, I wondered). There were, by the time I would awake in the morning, hundreds of loaves set out on cooling 
racks - primal meals on wheels - giving off an odor, so pervasive and mouthwatering that I can only describe by 
inviting you to recall it if you ever had the occasion to experience it. Kids like me didn't spend a lot of time trying 
to hold, fix or remember the moments of life - we lived it. So that smell - I have it locked into my consciousness. 
That, along with the tinkle of the homemade doorbell (was it Zi"Ntonio, Uncle Tony, who created the bottom-of-the- 
stairs 3-square metal washer contraption that you could spin to announce that you were coming up the stairs? Were 
they put there to ring or just space the handrail further from the wall?) Who knows! But I do know the feel of those 
w lis, tiled with ceramic 4" squares - unmatched and probably throw-away seconds but, to a low-income immigrant 
v sant, an invaluable treasure trove worthy of inclusion in the homestead net worth and highly cleanable and durable. 
; na's washing machine was always on the go. Right there in the kitchen, next to the sink - those wringers looked 
!,-,.; you could have quite a good time if you figured out something exciting to put through the rollers. How about 
the cat's tail? I never did put the cat's tail in the ringer, but, as a small child, I did try to find out if what they said 
was true about cats always landing on their feet when you drop them. Please tell your children that they should not 
do this to younger kittens from 2 stories up. It just doesn't work. That event was one of the more painful and 

Continued on page 6 

!0i0!0i0:0i0l0:0!0i0:0!0:0:0:0:0:0:0:0: Lewis Bilanclo 0:0:0:0:0!0:0:0:0:0:0:0:0!0i0i0i0id 

This was very embarrassing for him since it put him at the bottom 
of the pecking order in spite of his job at headquarters. To conceal 
his chagrin he praised my wrestling ability and invited those who were 
ridiculing him to see what they could do. But I avoided wrestling again. 

Soon afterward the regimental clerk looked into my records and dis- 
covered that I had had training in "Advanced Judo and Self Defence" at 
an Officers Military Police School in Ft. Custer. He passed this infor- 
mation along and a few soldiers gathered at my tent. 

They wanted to know all the secret mortal blows, unbreakable holds, 
disabling chops and paralyzing punches, But, I tried to explain, this 
oriental mystique is mostly imagination. Besides, if I did teach them 
a disabling hold, they would for sure try it on each other and if some- 
one got hurt, who would get the blame? There was much respect after 
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shameful ones I had at #48. Another upsetting time was walking in on my grandpop as he was taking a chicken out 
of it's life so that we could eat it. What price fresh chicken? 

A shift of events moved me 4 streets away onto Tyler and things changed radically at 48 Bayard. The Baker 
Shop closed down, a bagel-maker used the ovens to bake bagels. Nana moved to the 1st floor, rented the 2nd, had 
the storefront eliminated and replaced with a front porch. Economy Bakery Shop gave way to a storage hall for the 
extra parts of Economy Auto Parts. The delivery trucks running between Greenwood Avenue and 48 Bayard Street 
now transported auto parts in one direction, Nana's homemade lunches for her sons, Pat and Joe, in the other. The 
house remained a central gathering place for all her childrens' sharing of a home-made pizza (see Tony's (Duniuccio) 
Pizza in this issue's La Cucina), a card game, birthday cake or post-Feast of Lights get-together. Whenever I chanced 
to be around these gatherings, it was like reviewing a language course I had had as a child - Napoletan' 101. The 
side door off the alley was a door I could go to any time of the day or night and be welcomed with food, a smile and 
a story. Nana would talk and talk and I would try and try to understand it all. Sometimes I understood hardly 
anything and sometimes nearly everything. It was a strange feeling. Words and inflections and sounds I had heard 
since the cradle. Did I understand what she was saying? Of course I did - if not with my head, surely with my soul. 
The high point of this relationship, for me, came 31 years after first meeting Nana. She was 81, I was 31 and we 
were both at a time in our lives (she was a widow and I was recently divorced and had just lost my mom) when our 
domestic responsibilities were at a minimum. We decided to go to Italy together for 3 weeks. Earlier issues of La 
Vigna carry some of that story, so I shall not reiterate here- For me, it was a wonderful reason to have studied 
languages and travelled abroad. I was my grandmother's tour guide, travel agent and visiting companion; her 
protector and grandson. We had a wonderful time together! 

Four years later, less than 200 yards from 48 Bayard Street, Assunta Chianese was struck by a van carrying 
bread for Barbero's Bakery. She was knocked unconscious and never came out of her coma. It was the end of an 
era for us. 

My dad, Tony, wound up being the inheritor of the property - 2 apartments and a Baker Shop. Brother Mick 
moved into the 2nd floor apartment and Lilia needed a place too, but someone was living on the 1st floor. Dad 
undertook converting the bakery into an apartment - an unbelievable feat for most of us. Within a year of starting, 
a beautiful apartment was readied for Lilia and her husband. Fire brick from the oven were farmed out to a variety 
of places and photos taken before the ovens were dismantled. 

Lilia has since moved out, Mick is rarely at his Chambersburg pad, having virtually moved in with precious 
friend Cindy in Flemington, and 48 BAYARD STREET - 3 apartments and a lifetime of memories IS FOR SALE. 



Francis, Angelica, Ira 
and Luigi Find Home 

Francis Bilancio, Angelica 
Roberts, seven-year-old Ira 
and six-month-old Luigi have 
found a home near Kalamazoo, 
Michigan . 

They are welcoming visitors 
to their farmhouse (and, as 
Ira likes to say, Vsix out- 
buildings!"). Of course, 
there are vineyards, too. 

Fran is working with the Kala- 
mazoo Ballet. He booked the 
tour of the current show, The 
Nutcracker Story, and appears 
in it in the dramatic role of 
Clara's godfather, Drosselmeier , 
magician toymaker . 



JLp 1p jlp 

Angelica is staying close to 
home — she has a broken leg! 

The boys work at having a good 
time, like their great uncles. 
They laugh a lot together. At 
Christmas, Ira and Luigi will 
continue two newly reconditioned 
Bilancio family traditions. Ira 
will be playing with his Uncle 
Terry's old Lionel train set, and 
Louie will be eating from the 
family high chair. 

The newest Roberts-Bi lancio 
family address is: 

7416 South Fourth St. 

Mattawan, Michigan 49071. 
Their telephone number is (616) 
372-3299. 

They send greetings and love to 
all . 

by Angelica Roberts 
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Carrie and Jaime: Personal and Family 
Consultants Incorporated 

by Lewis Bilancio 
It started when Carrie MacLeod, age 
six, was finishing her arithmetic homework 
at the Hun School near Princeton. The 
problems had been easy for Carrie and she 
felt ready for more. 

Then Jennie Immordino walked in, hugged 
her granddaughter, and asked how she was 
doing. "Fine," said Carrie, "Grandma, do 
you have any problems?" 

Boy, did she have problems! So Jennie 
gave her some of them: personal, familial 
municipal, state, national, international' 
and universal. Carrie listened 
attentively and began to regret she had 
asked. But it sometimes happens that when 
some problems are ventilated, one achieves 
a sense of relief, even if the problems 
are not solved. So Jennie thanked Carrie 
and recommended that she should become a 
consultant. Carrie followed that advice. 

When I arrived at Bob and Jennie's 
house sometime later, there was Carrie and 
her sister Jaime, age four, already 
veterans of many consultings. "They are 
as good as the professionals," said Jennie 
And they are cheaper," added Bob. 
So after a bit of chit-chat, we got 
down to business. "Are you ready to 
handle one' of my problems? "I asked. 
"Yes," said Carrie. Jaime agreed with a 
nod of her head. 

So we sat on the sofa in the living 
room, both girls alert and attentive, 
Carrie with notebook and pencil. 

"This is very confidential," I said, 
"not for publication." (What I meant was 
I didn't want them to publish it before I 
did). Carrie quickly put the notebook 
away, glanced at the kitchen door to make 
sure Grandma was not peeping, and at the 
stairway, where Bob couldn't possibly be 
since he had left to tell someone about 
the history of Lawrenceville and the 
wonders of Sicily. 

"What's the problem?" Carrie asked 
gently. 

"The problem is," I whispered as I 
moved a bit closer, "that I'm lazy. I 
don't enjoy working- -actually I hate to 
work. Do you know what I mean?" 

Jaime nodded a bit sympathetically, but 
then glanced at Carrie and quickly wiped 
an incipient smile off her face. 

Carrie sat firm and erect, her 
expression indicating that this was her 
first encounter with leprosy. 

"You must think happy thoughts," said 
Carrie. "I have for sixty-five years," I 
replied, "and I still hate work." 

Then Jaime broke in and said, "You must 
make a game out of it." This set Carrie 
thinking and she said, "You must think 
about how nice it will be when the work is 
finished," and she added, "when you were 
little, when did you start to hate work?" 
(Now if this question didn't come straight 
out of the mouth of Carol or Jim, I'll eat 
my hat at Christmas dinner.) 
Sure, I'll tell you. 




It was one dark early morning in 
winter. The fire had gone out and the 
heater had to be started. It was about 
4:00 AM when Pop woke me up and went to 
load the bread truck while I went into the 
basement. Upstairs was bitter cold, but 
when I hit the cellar, upstairs seemed 
warm. 

But soon there will be a roaring fire 
and the house will be nice and warm, I 
thought. First the ashes had to be shaken 
out and piled up nearby so the unburnt 
coals could be recovered. Then I 
scrounged for some paper. Finally a part 
of II Progresso was retrieved from the 
corner where Uncle Pat read it every 
Sunday. 

But no kindling wood. The last bits 
had been used up the previous day. Some 
of the logs had to be chopped into 
slivers. By this time my hands were numb. 
But soon there would be a roaring fire! 

The slivers were piled on the paper, 
and logs on top of them. The newspaper 
was lighted with the fourth match and 
burnt brightly. Now for sure we're going 
to have a roaring fire. 

As it flared up a corner of the front 
page curled up and there disclosed the 
national balance: BILANCIO 
$123,008,622.98. When I had asked Uncle 
Al about that Bilancio he told me it was a 
rich distant uncle, whose name was Sam. 
How easily Uncle Sam could have rounded 
out his bottom line by giving his nephew 
$8,622.98, I thought. 

But the paper soon burned up and left 
only some tiny shining embers at the 
corners of a few sticks. I tried to think 
of the hot roaring fire soon to be... But 
a cold draft swept up my pants leg and 
froze my 

Carrie looked at Jaime and Jaime looked 
at Carrie. They finally decided to take 
the case under advisement. 

So if any of the readers of this paper 
have some advice, or need some, please 
write to Carrie and Jaime MacLeod. 

You may mark the letter "Confidential" 
if you wish. 

LA VIGNA FAMILY PICNIC 

On Sunday, August 26, the 6th annual 
LaVigna Family picnic was held at 
Greene Grove in Washington Crossing 
State Park. 

The weather was perfect. The family 
members and friends that attended 
this annual affair enjoyed a day of 
fellowship, with good food, interest- 
ing people, fun games, laughter and 
memories. We all S£mg „ Happy Birth _ 

day" to the family members that 
were celebrating their birthdays in 
August. This year we added a boccie 
tournament that everyone seemed to 
en j oy . 



Thank you one and all for purchasing 
the 50-50 tickets. The grand price 
winner was Beatrice Johnson. 

As we said good bye to each other and 
headed for home , we all agreed it 
had been a wonderful day. 
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La Cucina 

PIZZA ALLA DUNIUCCIO 
by Tony Chianese 



Ingredients: 2 Lbs. Pizza Dough 

Whole Tomatoes (2 lg. cans) 

Oregano 

Salt 

Mozzarella Cheese (1 lb.) 
Anchovia ((optional - 1 can)) 



Olive Oil 

Basil 

Garlic 

Parmigiana or Romano Grated Cheese 
Sausage ((optional) - 1 lb.)) 
Mushrooms (optional) 



This is a family-size thick crust pizza similar to but more rich than, the traditional Assunta Chianese pizza. 

If sausage is to be used, pre-boil about 1 lb. sausage for 30 minutes. Make or buy 2 lbs. of bread/pizza 
dough (not frozen, please). Spread the dough on a board to the size of the pan to be used (2" x 12" x 18").' 
Next, grease the pan lightly with olive oil. Place dough into pan. Cover and let rise for 20 to 30 minutes. 
Dough will double in thickness. 

Put 2 large cans (29 ox.) of whole tomatoes in a bowl; crush and season with basil, oregano, salt and fresh 
garlic. Place sauce on dough. Add olive oil and mozzarella. Place pre-boiled sausage pieces on pizza. 
(Optional - anchovias, mushrooms). Sprinkle with grated parmigiana or romano cheese. 

Check bottom of pizza to assure enough oil has been used to prevent sticking or burning. Continue baking. 
When crust is browned underneath, pizza is ready. 

1 You should think of someone you dislike while kneading and spreading dough 

Send us your news, stories and photos by April 3.0, 1990 

for our next La Vigna : La Vigna 

90 Eggerts Road 
Lawrenceville , NJ 08648 
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